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looked out of the window; a veil of mist
had drifted over the moon. He could just
make out the seat and the arch behind. He
had something to say that would not let itself
be said.

" I came here without a stitch/' he said.
"Late last night."

" What are you going to do ? "

No, it was impossible. "I don't know.
Stay here till I get moved on, I suppose.
Sit in the sun and grow ... in grace/' he
added, laughing.

He moved hesitatingly to the door as though
not meaning to reach it.

"I'm very glad you could come/' He
opened the door and slipped outside. "I
should have been horribly disappointed if
you hadn't. Good night . . . Bett." And
Boston hoped that his friend had not noticed
that the name would not come easy to him.